The George Sand-

the philosopher, the solitary, the poet; and there is a fear
in that hate. I, who am always for the minority, am exas-
perated by it. It is true that many things exasperate me.
On the day that I am no longer outraged, I shall fall flat as
the marionette from which one withdraws the support of the
stick.

Thus, the stake that has supported me this winter, is the
indignation that I had against our great national historian,
M. Thiers, who had reached the condition of a demi-god, and
the pamphlet Trochu, and the everlasting Changarnier coming
back over the water. God be thanked that the Exposition
has delivered us momentarily from these great men.

LIX.    To GUSTAVE FLATJBEKT, AT CROISSET

Nohant, 30 May, 1867

Here you are at home, old friend of my heart, and I and
Maurice must go to embrace you. If you are still buried in
work, we shall only come and go. It is so near to Paris, that
you must not hesitate to tell us. I have finished Cadio,
hurray! I have only to polish it a little. It is like an illness,
carrying this great affair for so long in one's head. I have
been so interrupted by real illnesses that I have had great
trouble in setting to work again at it. But I am wonderfully
well since the fine weather and I am going to take a bath of
botany.

Maurice will take one of entomology. He walks three leagues
with a friend of like energy in order to hunt in a great plain
for an animal which has to be looked at with a magnifying
glass. That is happiness! That is being really infatuated.
My gloom has disappeared in making Cadio; at present I am
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